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Summary:
Andrew finds Leyley in his dream and wonders why she's there. After quickly getting fed up with her behavior, he deals with her, since he's just dreaming after all.

Notes:
[This story was a request specifically from someone on Discord. It's about older Andrew choking younger Ashley to death in his dream.]
[Tagging fixed. 11/03/23]

Work Text:
Suffocation.

The state or process of dying from being deprived of air or unable to breathe.

Something as simple as a hard fall could begin to suffocate you if you hit something hard enough on the way down. Or... It could even be something crushing you. Crushing your neck. A pair of hands...

Andrew looked down a little puzzled at a younger Ashley. “What are you doing here?” - “I—!” - “Actually, no. Don’t answer. I don’t care. Get lost. You’re not supposed to exist anymore.” Andrew rubbed his eyes before looking at her again with annoyance as he finished his statement.

“Says who? You?? You’re not the boss of me, Andy!” She retorted smugly, assuming her dominance over her brother even in his own dreams. He didn’t have much care for this and decided it wasn’t worth worrying himself. “Forget this....”

As Andrew looked back on the pathway in the darkness that led him to this projection of his little sister, he began to walk back not at first noticing the much younger version of Ashley was following behind him.

With extreme annoyance, he turned to her and focused his attention closely on her face. “Stop following me you little shit!” - “HahaHhaHA!!” She just smiled and laughed in response. He let it go and just continued walking back over the checker tiled floor in the darkness. Noticing a candelabra across another patch of shadow, he walked over to it as the floor under his feet became bloody. He looked over the standing candle holder and examined the darkness around him.

“Ohh, it sure is dark that way. Good thing I have these candles.” - “Great. Hand them over.” - “Hah! No way.” - “. . . . . . . . . . . . .”

A voice rings out in your mind. Apparently only you can hear it.

Kill her. Strangle her.

And Andrew does so without a second thought, reaching his hands out as he moves in to grab her. She tries to run, and at first is successful in backing away, but finds herself in a space on the cold tile floor where she cannot find any other place to run. He lunges and pins the child to the ground. He stares at her with a soulless and unblinking gaze as he holds her by her throat.

She coughs and tries to call out to him. “An- Andy... Andy... !” She is huffing, kicking, and clawing at his arms- feeling his palms grip tight around her neck. She’s so small and frail that it doesn’t even dawn on Andrew that he barely needs to use much effort and he might even come to regret this. His arms are bleeding from her nails scraping and clawing for her life, but he doesn’t relent in holding her down, as she shutters her eyes with a final gasp. Her legs stop kicking and her face goes blue. Her arms fall to her sides.

Andrew has just killed a child. His sister, no less.

He only slowly starts to let go a minute after realizing he’s actually done it. He starts shuddering as he backs away from little Ashley’s corpse. “It’s... Not real. It’s just a dream.” He sits back with his arms behind him as finally falls back onto the tiles. “This is all in my head. But, I’m still in control. Did I... ?”

He gets up and crawls over to see Ashley’s blue face, dressed in her striped shirt and overalls, the pink color in her unliving eyes a haunting visage.

He turns away and throws up all over the floor.

He’s starting to sweat.

“No! I’d never... Not Ashley. She’s my sister... I love her...”

He turns back to the body, rummaging through her pockets to get the candles she had. He places one in each of the candelabras, lighting them after they’re in place.

As the area around in his dream gets clearer, he sees other small spaces in the darkness, noticing a little room with a bed and drawings and a static riddled television. He picks up his little sister’s corpse, and carries it to the bed, tucking it in and turning the TV off.

“I... I’m not a bad brother... I’m not...” he slowly walks away from the bed as he looks around to the rest of the space, trying to forget about what he just did.
